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Near 
by 
Susanne Bartz 
Hurl your destructive comments my way, 
Think your vengeful thoughts. 
Embarrass me for all to see, 
Give me the best you got. 
Tell me lies, they're all the same, 
Two can play this spiteful game. 
Rip what we had apart to shreds, 
Knowing the truth lies inside our heads. 
Hide your face from what is real, 
We both know how we feel. 
Grin and say you do not care, 
Yet every day I catch your stare. 
The answers now are not to be found, 
But someday soon, you'll come around. 
Although I claimed I wouldn't be here, 
Just reach out friend, I am near. 
Love Poem 
by 
Jan Mater 
I was lying in my bed last night 
I was just lying there, last night 
In my bed I was 
And I thought to myself 
If I could cut off my arms 
I'd hold you all night long 
I'd just cut them off and hold you 
All night long 
If I could 
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